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ORIGINAL PAPERS. er an extended and trembling hand. | nour spose | was brought up munget 

My rent hee r, With a moth rs care, wild crit .” His he wr, Who bias 


Frae morn to een its nought bat toiling, 
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling 


The Twa Dogs 


Recollections of a Housckecper. 
CHAP. If. 


I had become so much attached to 
ny gt ntl Sally, that | was rea 
but 


quite dispirit d at her cd: 
with immedrat: 


pariure, 
not bemg provided 
assistance, Was soou engrossed with 
household cares. And let no one 


} 


uncer-rate the value of those carcs, 


to an unoceupt! “li or cven an harrass- | 


ed mind, whose mental resources ar 


limited, 

Who has not seen the tear of sor- 
row dry away ami ther gentle, but 
imperious demands? Who has not 
ae on oppressed and tender woman 
forget ia the routine which co: sti- 
tutes the comfort of a husband, that 
husband’s unkindness? And then, 
what an admirable outlet are house- 
hold eares for a scold! View that 
face screwed up to moderation and 
even courtesy at the breakfast table. 
How gracefully is that cup forward. 
ed! What gentle accents accompa- 
nv it! But the lord and master ot 
the household departs! Hear his | ust 
foo step, ‘and then notice how the 
clouds gather round that delicat 
creature, until the brow 1s contract- 
ed, the voice us sharpened, the eye 
darts withering beams, a d those lips 
open (~hall T say it’) for tl 
vocal terms slut and hussey! Whe! 
sometimes, rarely I hope, the tender 


Mm Wheqgii- 


p Im comes vibrating | unthought- 
of vigor on some uncovered car, o1 
(ala 
ment which o ce 
an Easters Prine 


for de licacy ') that Ir le 4 iple. 
won the heart of 


* 


is flourished ov- 


"See Cinderella, or the Little Glass Slipper 


supplied me with new “help” She 


VMAS from Vermo 1A preeth as 
Cinda ‘Tvler wa 


took 


was christ ned 


her native hill 
her name, though she son 
pain to tell me she 
Lucinda, 

What a contrast tomy Sally' No 
one could look at her without thik. 
mig of strappe r, bouncer, or some 
such mele gant association. She had 
carrot-coloured hair of unmanagea. 
ble thickness, even when the experi- 


ment of a comb was tried, which was 


rarely done exce pt ou the S ibbath, | 


when even the poorest in New-Eng- 
land feel as if the purity of the body 
should honor the day. whatever may 
bye th: . 

Cinda’s arms were bare and red. 
larce 

tal look of cager curiosity. 
were a few things I 
break her of. Sh 


ul dre ss of the soul, 

d short. She had a pe rpe. 
There 
never could 


mvari ibly nod. 


ded her head to my visiters, even if 
she had a dish full of meat in het 
hand, acd said, “How fares ve 

And say it si woul til an an. 
Ss “N f t t r might 
be th repuls wiity ¢ if ) 

son address | endeavoured at 
first. b to ke he 
inderstar na re ] could 
bh dispens h. | } y Tur 
with her ¢ wide op hy 
it my parlour r ky hy 

m ers ( iitt bobbiog i 

mfil sh ly ed . ht-for ; 
tice a ! ! by t 
hiots, | i I ‘is =] 

o7ve eve Gg | ler f 
her polite son J friend 
orm husba ur ryyt ) 
out. ‘Sh ‘ ned her grey s 
wider t nm ¢ ! 2ormme™w hat 
gruffilyv. +1 aint a gomg to | 











been stating a case of great toiterest, 
roused by her voree, perceived her 
for th 
fect good nature, 


and Choda eet fim 


first time, and said with per. 
= Ah. how d’we do!’ 
from that 
tleman: and so he 


down 
neoment asa g 
wes, It is that ummediate conform 
ity tothe feelmgs of mdividuals that 
marks it ye nthema 1 oT lady, “ hethe Tr 
they address their « q als or infenors, 

One mornog, 1 my absence from 
home, a lady called to see me, and 
(inda, from sheer curpositv, ante. 


pated litthe Polly in going to the door, 


“Is Mrs. Packard within’ said 
thy lady. 
“No, ma'am,” said Cinda with 


preat promptiness, bert vou'd bette I 
a spell,” 
I met mv poten d pynest at the 


gate, and could not account 


come ti and set with me 


for her 
look of ill-suppressed mirth, until 
Cinda guve me a loot of what ahve 
called manners in her reception. 
Another 


pecuhanty of Cinda’s 


Vas PCNA eVeTY thew pure hase 
of mine and osk the pi ce, and some. 
tn iti or ainents of my visiters 
Ar t escape this ordeal. I was 
gett 2omewhatwearted with theee 

litne otwithstanding her skall on 
Washiog. hanging on pots and ket 
r dallthe drudgery o° her eall. 
lig. when one eve nya tow ladies 
vie:ted me, and ¢ da, after suflicrent 
drilling, uader k to hand tea, so 
lemn! prom yme not to addres 
hom Aeshe p ed from eto 

ot 1 felt a little ixiet the 

f seruti ' ‘ t from th 

, downwards, on ever riey 
diunl Her appcarance be gan to at. 
tract the atter of my trends, but 
she preserved silence until at the 
ole | the service, @ verv sweet 
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looking girl bent her blue eye upon 
Cinda with a smile. The temptatior 
was irresistible. She had an empty 
tray in her hand, and lowe ring V 
suddenly, said, “I guess, Miss, them 
ere beads of your’n cost consider- 
ble.” The younger ladics thrust 
their pocket-handkerchiefs tato their 
mouths, and the elder ones stared, 
while Cinda, ¢ vatching my eye and 
perceiving a frown, cried out, “Lud, 
Miss Packard, if I ain’t spoke in the 
party,” aad then with a look of great- 
er horror, “Lud, lud, I’ve spoke a- 
gin!” then catching up the tray, she 
retreated in confusion. 

It was impossible for the most ri- 

id muscles to refrain from laughter. 
The shouts reached poor Cinda’s 
ears in her culinary domain, and it 
required all the inducements I could 
urge to prevail on her to carry the 
tray again. 

Curiosity, which seemed to be her 
master-passion, prompted her to try 
on the garments of others. A French 
lady from St. Domiugo, for whom 
Edward was employed in a law-suit, 
came to pass a few days with me. 
Her dress was fashionable in the ex- 
treme. It was Cinda’s province to 
arrange the bed-rooms while we 
breakfasted. Mam/’selle Ligne had 
occasion to leave the table one morn- 
ing in quest of her handkerchief, and 
her light step was unperceived by 
Cinda, who stood before the glass. 
She had placed on her carroty locks 
Mam’selle Ligne’s beautiful evening 
cap, and thrown a slight scarf over 
her shoulders, and there she stood, 
with an air of the most complacent 
satisfaction, gazing at her own 
charms. ‘The joke was too good to 
be lost. Mam’selle tripped down, 
and asking Edward and myself to 
follow, we all weut up sofily, iguo- 
rant of what we were to behold. 

Human gravity could not hold out 
at such a spectacle. Edward gave 
one of those laughs through his nose, 
that always sound louder than a na- 
tural one, and poor Cinda started in 
dismay at beholding us. She took 
off the scarf in her hurry, but for- 

got the cap, which was of a very 
light material, and began making up 
the bed with great z: al. 

Just at this crisis the butcher 
knocked at the outer door, and Cin 

da, glad to esc ape, race -d down c: a 


and all to receive him. “Ho!la. Cin. | 
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da,” said he, “are you setting that ere 
cap at me!” This was too rouch for 
Cinda’s nerves. She caught up the 
leg of lamb h.» had extended to her, 
and, running into the kitchen, hid her 
blushes an her check apron. 


(The cirewmstances related in the Re- 
collections of a Housekeeper, owe their 
chief merit to reality. Any one who will 
introduce the subject of domestic cares or 
mortifications in company, will be surpris- 
ed to find how many anecdotes will be told 
of a similar description. 

As it is the intention of the author to 
make her heroine remove to ( arolina, she 
will be glad of domestic anecdotes, com- 
municated by letter, particularly those con- 
nected with scenes on a plantation, and 
will weave them into the series, if appro- 
priate. ] 





For the Southern Rose Bud. 
Mrs. Editor, 

I thank you for inserting my long 
letter, giving an account of my voy- 
age from Charleston to New-York. 
Since writing that letter, [ have 
thought of an improvement, which 
it appears to me ought to be provid- 
ed for all those who go to sea. It is, 
that every vessel should be provided 
with a quantity of good lov g boats, 
in proportion to the number of her 
passengers. In one of the violent 
gales that I endured, I was told by 
the cabin-boy, that one of the boats 
of our vesse! was so leaky, that if 
we were obliged to put to sea in her, 
we should certainly sink. And I 
have heard of vessels which carried 
sixty or seventy passengers, and had 
not boats enough to contain one half 
of them. Ought there not to be 
some law about it? Yours, 

A LITTLE 

New-York, Dec. 20, 


GIRL. 
1833. 





Anecdote of Robert Hall. 


Wheu this celebrated man was 
past sixty, a friend fouid him one 
morning very early, Iving on the 
carpet with an Italian Diction ary and 
a volume of Dante before him. Be. 

ng about to quit ha room, he said, 
a Sir, don’t go. I will tell you 
what I have been about for some 
weeks. A short time since, I was 
greatly delighted with a parallel be- 
tween the “Paradise Lost” and the 
“Divi 1e Comedy of D ' ha which I 
read in the Edinburgh Review. But 
in matters of taste as wel! as others, 
T always like to judge for myself; 


and so I have been studving Italian. 











SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
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I have caught the idiom, aid am 
reading Daute with great relish, tho’ 
I cannot vet say with Milton: 
‘‘Now my task is smoothly done, 
I can fly or I can run.’’ 





Impressive Cer cmony. 

Whea the young Queen Elizabeth 
of England, in 1558, passed through 
the city of London from the tower 
where she had beeu imprisoued, to 
her coronation, in a pageant erceted 
at Cheapside, an old man with a 
scythe and wings, represcntiug Time, 
appeared, coming out of a hollow 
place or cave, leading another per. 
so. all clad in white silk, gracefully 
apparelled, who represented ‘Truth, 
(the daughter of Time.) which lady 
had a book in her hand, on which 
was written, Verbum Veritatis, the 
Word of Truth. It was the Bible 
be in glish, which, after a speech 
male to the Queen, Truth reached 
down towards her, which was taken 
aid brough! by a geutlh-man attend- 
ing, to h r hands. As soon as she 
received it, sho kissed it. and with 
both her hands held it up, and then 
laid it upon her breast, greatly thank- 
ing the city for that present, and said, 
she would often read over that book. 








Gellert, the Gorman Hymn Writer 
It is said of this eminent writer, 
that he never engaged in poetical 
composition, without devotional pre- 
paration of his feelings, and an effort 
to enjoy the state of mind which he 
intended to express. How far he 
effected this, we are unable to say, 
but the consequence was, that his 
hymns were received, adopted, and 
perpetuated, not in his own church 
merely, but among every sect, Ro- 
man Catholies included. The effect 
of his writing upon the common peo- 
ple, may be seen from a little inci- 
dent related by himself. At the set- 
ting in of winter, he observed a pea- 
saut drawing up to his door with a 
load of fire-wood. When the poet 
appeared at the door, the man said, 


“Are you the gentleman that makes 


_ those hy mns?” On being 





| nent writer, when upon 


| bed. 


x told that 
he was, he deposited wag load, and 
unmediately went off. There is a 
touching saying recorded of this emi- 
his death- 
Perceiving that his illness took 
a serious turn, he lifted up his eyes 
to heaven and said, “Lord. he whom 
thon lovest is sick.” 
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Anecdote, 

4 good-humoured small farmer in 
New-England, who labored hard all 
the vear to make both ends 
ha | on ‘ day killed his hog, and when 
h hi vd W erghed 
does not weigh so much by 
pounds as I expected, and I always 
tho rohit it wouldn’t.” 


it, said, 


Seve ral 


Amother, 

A smart Yankee old lady, being 
called into court as a witness, and 
having several close questions put to 
her by the Judge, at length grew ra- 
ther impatient, and threatened to quit 
the stand, saying to the Judge, “You 
are raly one of the most inquisitive 
old gentlemen I have met with for 
many a day.” 


Admirable Puns. 

The best pun that was probably 
ever made, 
a student ia Harvard College. A 
fried of his was one day complain. 
ing how tired he was of the allusions 
constantly made by the students, tn 
their college exercises, to Pygma.- 
lion. “Every one,” says he, “must 
have some figure of speech about 
the statue of Pygmalion, and about 
the breath of life that was breathed 
into it.”—“Yes,” replied the other, 
“very true, Pig male, I own, is a 
boar.” (Pygmalion is a bore.) 

The same friends were once walk- 
ing on the Common in Boston on 
Election Day. As they passed a- 
long beneath the trees, they were 
annoyed by some boys among the 
branches, who were throwing down 
peach-stones and other things upon 
their h ads. “They ought to be 
prosecuted,” said the first 
man. “Yes,” replied the 
“they are certainly guilty 
trees-on.”” 


you! ig 
punster, 
ot high. 





Old Ironsides. 

The popularity of this old and 
venerable craft, even in her present 
retirement, continucs so great, that 
hundreds of persons, of both sexes, 
from all quarters of the country, are 


“There, it | tent himself with enough fora cane. 


came from the mouth of 


mect, 








| so freqvent, thet we 


| subscribers, shall receive 


i the habit of calling to see her ev. | 


ery weck, at the vard in Charles. 
town, wh: 
pairs which will fit her to resume 
her ‘march upon the mountain-wave’ 
about the commer cement of the sum- 
mer, at demand for 
A wor- 


There isa gr 
= . 
relics of the original timber. 


re she is undergoing re- | 


riginal Poerns.”’ 
, 


thy manufacturer of our acquaint- 
ance, who applied for ‘a load of th 
Cor stitution,’ the other day. to m ike 
umbrella handles of—a capital Yan- 
kee notlon—was compelled to Con. 


The largest share of the 
fallen to the lot of © 
kins, the front d 
mansion in Temple Place, is, we 
beheve, wholly this 
precious material, beautiiully polish. 
d, and still rv 


spoil has 
H. Per. 
moral Vhose ¢ le gaint 


composed of 


taining the 
numerous small shot received tn bat- 
tle. This ship is about thirty-six 
vears old.— Mer. Journal. 








Journal of Caroline Wilson. 

I am nine years old 
have composed a piece of poetry for 
the firsttime. Mother thinks it pretty 
good, but Father only smiled when 
he read it. I wish people would al- 
Wavs say something: smiles mean 
such different things, there 
knowing whether it is politeness or 
pleasure or that they don’t like to 
blame, when people smile. This is 
mv poetry: 


to-day, and 


mm ho 


To my Baby Nephew. 
How sweet is the half-open'd rose! 
Oh, how sweet is the vi'let to view! 
But the prettiest flower that blows, 
My sweet little baby, you. 


Cc. W. 








CHARLESTON: 
SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 1, 
E XCHANGE PAPERS, 

Applications for exchanges with the 
“Southern Rose Bud,’’ (particularly from 
(azettes) are becoming 
are obliged, though 
them Any one, 
will forward us five new 
acopy gratis. 


1834. 





large mercantile 


reluctantly, to decline 


however, who 





The following pretty lines, which it is 
hard to resist, were sent us thie week by a 
Northern Fditor ; 

Pray, kindly send a ‘* Re Bud’” here. 
The darkness of the clime to cheer: 

For here hath winter's icy hand 
Driven the flowrets from the land. 


Peter Parley’s Book of Bible Stories 


This work is written with the 
lightful simplicity of the nominal author, 
and isfurnished with appropriate engra- 
vings. Children do not know just where 
to turn for sulyjects of interest in the Bible 
Here they will find the scripture narratives, 
and pious reflections added. 

Parley’s Book of Poetry. 

This is made up of selections from +). 

‘The Javenile Miscella- 


usual de- 


marks ot 


BUD. Of 
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eg “Parley 's Magazine," the “Rose 
Bed,’ &e &e with engravings \ pre 
ture of Nancy Ray i there, and our rea 
ders will «mule to see how she has grows 
ma vest to the North. Ilnastead of ous 
little ehott fai-heeked Southerner of five, 
Mr Parle, has mad ber “ li-grqwe 
Mies of twelve The book w very pleas 
ing. but we are sorry to see the signatures 
ont ed It ts an excusable we. which 


i 
makes use Ww rh our nates conne ted w ith 


the poetry of childhood \ OURg reader 
rarely look at an mdes 
The Child's Gem 

This ought to be set (if we may venture 
a pun) in the hands of all nice little chil 
dren, and held up os 4 rew ard for careless 
ones, if they reform It uw the prettiest 
book that ever was publuhed for them, 
and is to be continued next year 

The above, executed in their asual fin- 
ished style, are from the press of Lilly, 
Wait & Co. and are for sale at 

E. Tnaver’s, Breet-stred. 
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REMITT ANC ra. 
one (8. C.) $2; Riceboro’ 
; Buck Creek, (8. C.) 61. 


(Ga ) 


Auswer te ghasede im No. 22. 
Seaman. 





Shewer to Conundrums in No 10. 


48. He is learning. 
48 A Tanner. 


50. A mite’s tongue 
51. 


52. The elbow. 


Se 


For m y Youngest Readers. 
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THE SLEEPING BABY. 


Hush, bash, with your noise, 
What a talking you keep, 
You rude little boys, . 
Now the baby ~ asleep! 
Hushaby, baby 


Mamma has just told we 
To stay quiet here, 
And, oh, she will scold me, 
if Wants, baby dear 
Hushaby, baby 


How soft tts white arm, 
As it lies on its breaat, 
Little baby no harm 
Shall « ome here while you res 


Hah by, bush. 


My task h 
And I wil 
Aod «ster and bleaven 
Will watch over you 

Hushaby, bah 


Deen given, 
be true, 
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OB TGINAL POETEHY. 
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However frequently life may be chequered with gloomy scenes, 
those who truly love the Muse, can always find one little path 


adorned with flowers, and cheered with sunshine. 
Miss Williams. 


SOUTHERN 
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ASKING ABOUT SORROW. 
First Published in the Juvenile Miscellany. 





‘‘Mother, how sad is Emma Gray, 
‘How mournfully she sighs! 

‘She will not laugh, or talk, or play, 
**And tears are in her eyes. 


**] know that God is very great, 
‘‘And it is strange to me, 

“That on his royal throne of state, 
**He should not Emma see. 


‘And, mother, if our God is good, 
‘*How can he let her cry? 

‘*T wish all this I understood— 
‘Say, will you tell me why? 


Daughter, come let us take a walk, 
here yesterday we went, 
And have a little quiet talk, 
To soothe your discontent. 


How bright my love the garden glows, 
How balmy is the air, 

And look, upon your favorite rose, _ 
The blossoms cluster fair! 


Do you remember how each leaf 
Seem’d withering Spe a 
And you were full of childish grief 

That it must die so soon? 


And when at night the wind and rain 
Came bursting from the sky, 

You for your flow’ret mourned again, 
And thought that it must die? 


Perhaps our tears are sent like showers, 
But to refresh the heart, 

And sighs like winds in summer hours, 
Will make new virtues start. 


‘Oh, yes, mamma! I see it now— 
**You think that Emma’s tears 
‘*Will make her good, and clear her brow 


‘‘For many sunny years.’’ C. G. 





FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
TO . 


@h! why wouldst thou weep, o'er the joys that have fled? 
And in manhood’s calm twilight, recall the day dream; 
And why, weary thought, the lost pathway to tread, 
‘That once mark’d thy progress by youth’s sunny stream? 





Though the mist-wreath of pleasures, be torn from thy brow, 


Which hope, with her fairy hands, nurtur’d and wove; 
hough joys, like light shadows, have fled from thee now, 
Bull, still, thouart bless’d, in a Sister’s fond Jove. 








ROSE BUD. 


ianindaiae Se 
Disappointinent’s chill hand, may have swept o er the lyre 
W here affection once call’d forth each a Z 

Aad health’s summer flower, may have drop’d on the pyr 


‘That genius enkindled with Heaven's own : iy, 
Ambition may hover with gay, sparkling plame 
And far ‘neath her banner, thy footsteps may rove 
Yet flee, from the meteor, that leads but to glo« 


And joy in the jight of a Sister's free love 


And when death comes at last, like a proud-crested wave 
And thy life-bark floats fast to eternity’s seas 

When calm faith at the helm points to that which can save 
And hope, spreads her white sails, to mercey’s fair breeze, 
W hen the bright shores of ileaven, gain quit k on thy sight 
And the things that are real, thy clear glance can prove: 
Oh! ’tis then, only then, in those regions of light 


Thou canst know the deep fount of a Sister’s rich love 
A FRIEND 





From a azéi "s Magazii: 
SOPHIA. 


W here’s the maiden that can vie a 
Single moment with Sophia? 

She has left me, and I'll sigh a 
Mighty deal for kind Sophia. 

Knew I where she was, I'd fly a 
Million miles to find Sophia. : 
Where's the man that would deny a 
Flood of tears for lost Sophia? ' 
I, in fact, could weep and cry a 
Whole long year for young Sophia. 
All the earth could not supply a 
Husband worthy of Sophia. 

I wonder much if in the sky a- 

N angel lives to match Sophia. 
There’s not I m sure, in low or high, a 
Girl so sweet as dear Sophia- g 





When Burns was once about to ask a favor, he said, “I trem 


| ble as much at the cold promise, as the cold denial.”’ 





| 
} 








NOW EXHIBITING 
At THE AcApEMy or Fine Arrs, Broap-st. 
THE TWO GRAND MORAL PICTURES OF 
THE TEMPTATION OF 
4D4M 4ND EVE, 

AND THE EXPULSION FROM PARADISE. 

These two paintings are acknowledged as the finest productions 
of the French school—perfectly chaste and beautiful in concep- 
tion, uniting the charm and power of truth to a deep poetic en- 
ergy, such as cannot fail to make a lasting impression on the mind 
of every beholder. F : 

PAINTED BY DUBUFE, 
For the Ex-King Charles the Tenth of France: 
_ And Exhibited at Somerset-House, London to the liv ely grati- 
fication of many thousand visiters. 
Size of each—8 feet 6, by 10 feet 6. 
(Admittance 25 Cents. 
Season Tickets, $1. 


Open from 9 A. M., till 9 P. M., and brilliantly illuminated 
each evening. . 
Feb. Ist. 


PRINTED WEEKLY FOR THE EDITOR, Mrs. ©. GILMAN, 
a BY JAMES 8S. BURGES, 183 KING-STREET. 
-erms—One Dollar per annum. Payable in advance 
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